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her presentation to the Maharaja was postponed. She
liked their neighbour, Major Jones, who was very kind
and helpful to the Rayners. Being new to India, Marie
had difficulty in crediting the doctor's stories about the
intrigue and corruption in which Ghanapur abounded.
" Everyone here's either spied upon or a spy, often
both," the major declared. " The Ghanapuris usually
spy upon each other, and bear their tales to His Highness.
Even I don't escape. Hamid, my motore boy,' pretends
not to know a word of English, but has betrayed his
knowledge on more than one occasion by his intense
interest in everything I say in my native language. The
other day I surprised him prying into some letters I left in
the car." The major laughed. " I treat it as a joke.
It's the only way if one wants to live at peace. Hamid's
welcome to anything he can find out about me."
Marie looked scared.
Tom, however, laughingly reassured her. " Such is
life in India, especially in a native state, my dear," he
remarked. cc I'm sure at least one of our State servants is a
palace spy, and personally, I'd back the old chuprassi^
However, it's all in the day's work and I don't care a
damn what he reports."
A day later, Marie and Tom set out on tour.
Major Arnold Jones, I.M.S., to give him his fall title,
was a distinguished army doctor, who, before reaching
the age of thirty-seven, had earned for himself a reputa-
tion for hard work and ability. He was of medium
height and slim build, and had dark brown hair and light
coloured eyes. He resembled Durrant much in ap-
pearance, and the principal difference between the two
men lay in the doctor's rather heavy moustache and
pince-nez. Owing to his defective vision, Major
Jones always appeared with glasses. Being a man of
energy and resource, he had been specially selected by the
Government of India to clean the Augean stables, into
1A messenger who wears an official belt ot sash known as a fhuprasw*